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OUR  AUNT  ROBERTINA. 

A  COMEDIETTA 
By  Mary  Kyle  Dallas. 


CHARACTERS. 

Ma.  Aspen,  a  retired  merchant,  living  in  a  Western  town. 

Oladys,  his  daughter. 

Aunt  Robertina,  a  notable  spinster. 

Robert  Aspen,  an  English  cousin. 

Emily,  a  maid. 

PiiiBBS,  a  man-servant. 

A  Tramp. 

Scene:  Well-furnished  room;  open  door  w.  c,  garden  view  outside; 
French  window  I. ;  door  with  portiere  r. 

Furniture  :  Table,  arm-chair,  four  small  chairs,  dwarf  bookcase,  hat- 
rack,  etc. 

[Mr.  AspJ':]S"  at  table,  I.  c;   Gladys  opposite  r.,  pouring 
coffee ;  Emily  waiting  behi7id  table.] 
Mr.  AsPEjq".     Another  cup  of  coffee,  my  dear. 
Gladys.     Yes,  pa. 

[Emily  takes  cup  from  Mr.   Aspen,  hands  it  to  Gladys; 
Gladys  pours  milk  into  it,  adds  coffee,  takes  lumps  of 
Siigar  from  botol  loith  sugar-tongs,  p)uts  iti  three.] 
Mr.  A.      [^starts  up,    gesticulates  violeyitly].      Great   heavens ! 
stop  !     Why,  why,  stop  ! 

[Siniulta7ieouslg  Gladys  drops  cup  and  sugar-tongs,  Emily 
drops   tray ;     both   shriek.      Piiibbs    rushes  in,  catches 
Emily,  ^uho  seems  about  to  faint.] 
Gladys  [hysterically].     AVhat  is  the  matter,  papa  darling  ? 
Emily  [rapidly].    Oh,  what  is  it,  Mr.  Aspen  ? 
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Phibbs    [sloivly'].     Yes,  sir,  what  is  it,  sir  ? 

Mr.  a.  [sitsdoivn,  wipes  forehead  with  handkerchief^.  Tliree 
lumps  of  sugar  in  my  cup,  three  !  and  if  I  hadn^t  spoken  when  I 
I  did  you  would  have  put  in  four  !  Why,  the  very  thought  makes 
me  quiver.     [^Quiver s.^ 

Gladys.  I'm  all  of  a  quiver,  too,  pa  ;  you  shouted  so  awfully, 
[  Quivers.  ] 

Emily.     Look  at  me,  sir.     [Quivers.] 

Phibbs.  Yes,  sir,  I  am  greatly  agitated  also,  sir.  [Bolt  up- 
right and  immovable.] 

Mr.  a.     I  desire  that  this  may  never  occur  again. 

Gladys.     No,  pa — I  mean  yes,  pa. 

Mr.  a.     Phibbs,  you  may  go. 

Phibbs.     Yes,  sir,  certainly,  sir. 

[Uxit  Phibbs.  Emily  picJcs  up  the  broken  china,  Gladys 
pours  fresh  coffee  into  another  cup,  hajids  it  to  Mr. 
Aspen.] 

Mr.  a.  Well,  well,  I  am  glad  that  your  Aunt  Robertina  is 
coming  to  take  care  of  you. 

Gladys.     Your  Aunt  Robertina,  papa  dear. 

Mr.  a.  Our  Aunt  Robertina.  A  splendid  woman,  with  great 
executive  ability.  She  will  relieve  you  of  all  household  duties, 
Gladys,  my  child,  and  you  can  pay  exclusive  attention  to  the  im- 
provement of  your  mind.    It  needs  it. 

Gladys.     Dear  me,  pa. 

Mr.  a.  Your  Aunt  Robertina  is  one  in  ten  thousand.  A  little 
eccentric,  somewhat  peculiar,  but  notable,  sensible,  energetic.  She 
is  the  representative  of  a  class  of  women  almost  passed  away.  Imi- 
tate her,  my  child,  imitate  her. 

Gladys.     Yes,  pa,  I'll  try  to. 

[Phibbs  seen  outside  of  window,  calmly  reading  newspaper,  ] 

Mr.  a.  Why,  bless  me  !  The  morning  paper  is  not  here,  and 
it  is  eight  o'clock.  [Examines  ivatch.]  Eight,  exactly  eight.  It 
should  be  here  by  seven.     [Phibbs  enters  slowly  with  paper.] 
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Phibbs.  Here  is  the  paper,  sir  ;  accident  at  the  Junction  ;  full 
])articulars  ;  most  interesting. 

Mr.  a.  [snatching  paper'].  Shocking  !  Horrible !  Gracious 
heavens  !     My  nerves  can't  stand  such  things  ! 

Gladys.     Oh,  what,  pa  ? 

Emily.     Oh,  what,  sir  ? 

Mr.  a.  [reads].  ''At  2  a.m.  this  morning  the  2.40  up-train 
collided  with  the  2.40  down-train  at  Cross  Road  Junction,  both  be- 
ing behind  time.''     Shameful ! 

Girls  [together].     Shameful. 

Mr.  A.  [reads].  ''Nobody  to  blame."  Nobody  ever  is.  Ah, 
I'd  hang  'em  all  if  I  had  my  way  !  "Everybody  on  both  trains — " 
[Loses  place;  fails  to  find  it.] 

Gladys.     Instantly  killed  !     Oh,  heavens  ! 

Emily.  Oh,  heavens  !  [Apjyears  to  faint ;  Phibbs  supports 
her.] 

Mr.  a.  Where  is  tlie  paragraph  .^  Great  heavens  !  Lives 
hanging  in  the  balance  and  I  can't  find  the —  Oh,  here  it  is  ! 
"Everybody  on  both  trains  very  much  alarmed.  Passengers  rushed 
from  their  sleeping  compartments  in  their  night-clothes  ;  baggage 
smashed;  checks  lost — "     [Door-hell  rings  violently ;  all  cry  out.] 

Phibbs  [to  Emily].  Are  you  able  to  suppiort  yourself  now.  Miss 
Emily  ? 

Emily.     Thanks,  yes,  I  think  so,  Mr.  Phibbs. 

[Exit  Phibbs.     Ret^crns  tvith  envelope.] 
Phibbs.     A  telegram  for  you,  sir.     [Offers  it  to  Mr.  Aspect.] 
Mr.   a.    [waving  it  off'].     Oh,  my  nerves  !     They  can't  stand 

telegrams  ;  take  it  away  ! 

[Phibbs  offers  it  to  Gladys.] 
Gladys.     Mine  can't,  either.     Take  it  away  from  me  ! 
Phibbs.      Beg  pardon,  permit  me?  [Opens  oivelope ;  reads.] 

''Accident  at  Junction.     Come  at  once.      Robertixa  AsPEiq-." 
Mr.    a.     Aunt   Robertina  must  have   been   upon   that  fated 

train. 
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Gladys.     That  fated  train  ! 

Emily.     That  fated  train  ! 

Phibbs.     Most  unfortunate,  sir  ! 

Mr.  a.  My  poor  aunt !  I  must  fly  to  her  at  once.  [Jumps 
up.] 

Gladys.     Yes,  fly  to  poor  Eobertina  at  once.     [Pushes  him.l 

Emily.     Ely,  Mr.  Aspen  !     Ely  !     [Pushes  him.] 

Mr.  a.  "Whereas  my  coat  ?  Get  the  carriage  out  at  once^ 
Phibbs ;  don't  dawdle. 

Phibbs.     Yes,  sir.     [Exit  slozvly.] 

Mr.  a.  Come  back,  Phibbs  ;  I  say,  come  back.  [Dances  with 
excitement.     Phibbs  returns  slowly.] 

Mr.  a.     Did  you  hear  me  say  don't  dawdle  ? 

Phibbs  [very  slowly] .  Yes,  sir  ;  certainly,  sir ;  I  will  not,  sir. 
[Exit  at  slow  pace,  with  dignity.     Exit  Emily  through  door  r.] 

Mr.  a.  Where's  my  coat  Y  [Flies  about ;  Gladys  takes  coat 
from  rack,  runs  after  him.]  Where's  my  coat  ?  Where's  my 
boots  ?  Great  goodness  !  My  poor  aunt  alone  at  the  depot  all 
night !  [Emily  returns  with  hoots  ;  Mr.  A.  catches  them  from  her. 
Gladys  j9W^5  on  his  coat  tipside  down,  winding  tails  about  his  neck, 
while  Mr.  A.  hops  about  on  one  leg  pulling  boot  on.]  My  hat, 
where  is  my  hat  ?  [Runs  about  room  ;  Emily  takes  hat  from  table 
and  runs  after  him.  He  snatches  lamp-shade  from  ma^it  el-piece  and 
puts  it  on. 

Phibbs  [enters].  Carriage,  sir.  Permit  me,  sir  ?  [Takes  off 
lamp-shade,  substitutes  hat  which  Emily  hands  him;  arranges 
coat.] 

Mr.  a.  Good-bye,  good-bye,  girls.  This  will  be  the  death  of 
me.       Such  excitement !    Bless  me,  such  excitement ! 

Gladys.     So  dreadful ! 

Emily.  So  awful !  [All  rush  out  of  door  u.  c.  Sound  of 
carriage-wheels  and  hoofs.  Girls  return  to  doorway,  stand  looking 
out.] 

Gladys.  Oh,  dear  me  !  Pa  is  making  Phibbs  drive  as  if  he 
were  in  a  chariot-race  at  the  circus. 
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Emily.     Yes,  miss,  it's  awfully  dangerous. 

Gladys.  They're  going  over  the  cliff  !  [Shuts  eyes.]  I  can't 
bear  to  see  it. 

Emily.  They've  passed  the  cliff,  miss  ;  they're  out  of  sight, 
miss. 

Gladys.  I  shall  know  no  peace  until  pa  brings  poor  Aunt 
Robertina  back. 

Emily  [gathermg  dishes  on  fray].  Do  you  think  you  shall  like 
your  aunt  for  a  regular  constancy,  miss  ? 

Gladys.     Oh,  I  hope  so,  Emily,  since  she  is  coming  to  live  here. 

Emily.     Yes,  miss.     Will  she  keep  house  ? 

Gladys.     Yes ;  I  am  tired  of  it,  I  am  sure. 

Emily.  I  hope  she  won't  be  one  of  them  that  objects  to  a  poor 
girl  having  a  word  with  the  baker  or  milkman,  or  taking  a  bit  of  an 
outing  now  and  then. 

Gladys.  I  don't  believe  she  will,  Emily.  I  fancy  her  a  nice, 
quiet,  little  old  lady  in  a  Quaker  cap. 

Emily.  An  old  lady  can  make  a  lot  of  trouble  in  the  kitchen 
if  she  is  so  disposed.  I  know  one  that  broke  up  a  match  between 
the  cook  and  the  coachman. 

Gladys.  Well,  I  must  go  and  water  my  flowers  before  the  sun 
gets  to  them.  As  soon  as  you  have  taken  the  tray  to  the  kitchen, 
come  and  help  me. 

Emily.  Very  well,  miss.  [Exit  Gladys  at  French  ivindotv, 
Emily  at  door  I.  Knocking  heard  outside.  Enters  Egbert  at  door 
c.  u.y  dragging  trunk.] 

Robert.  Well,  after  running  the  risk  of  losing  my  life  on  that 
confounded  Western  railroad,  and  spending  half  the  night  looking 
up  my  trunk,  here  I  find  myself  in  an  enchanted  castle  inhabited 
by  nobody.  The  sleeping  beauty  doesn't  awake,  the  ogre  doesn't 
appear.  Hullo,  there  !  I  say,  hullo  !  Any  one  in  ?  All  silent. 
[Goes  to  mirror.]  I  am  a  sight,  covered  with  dust,  mud  and 
cinders.  I  wonder  whether  my  respectable  uncle  will  acknowledge 
me  when  I  say  "  Behold  your  unknown  nephew  ! "  I  should  like 
to  make  myself  presentable  before  I  meet  them.    I  have  it !    I'll  take 
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my  trunk  down  to  the  little  batli-house  I  passed  just  now,  bathe, 
make  a  toilet,  and  reappear  in  a  condition  to  do  credit  to  the  Eng- 
lish branch  of  the  Aspen  family.  [Takes  liolcl  of  truiik-handle.^  I 
wonder  why  my  trunk  looks  so  much  larger  than  it  ever  did  before. 
However,  it's  marked  ''  Robt.  Aspen."  There  can't  be  any  mistake 
about  it.     [Exit  dragging  trunk.^ 

[Tramp  is  see?i  to  pass  window.     Enter  at  door  Emily  luith 
ivateri7ig-pot.'] 

Emily.  How  lonely  the  house  does  seem  without  Mr.  Phibbs  ! 
Ah  !     [Sighs  and  hums  sentimental  tune  ;  exit  door  r.] 

[Cries  outside.] 

Stop  thief  !  Stop  thief  !  Bring  back  those  clothes  !  Stop,  I  say, 
stop  !  [Tramp  s?ieaks  in  at  door  with  hundle  of  clothes,  shakes 
them  out  displaying  coat,  vest,  pants,  hoots,  etc.  Rolls  them  up, 
grins,  chuckles.  Exit  at  French  ivindoiu.  Enter  at  door  c.  u., 
Gladys  ;  at  door  r.,  Emily.] 

Gladys.     I  thought  I  heard  some  one  calling  for  help. 

Emily.  So  did  I,  miss,  but  there  ain't  nobody  here.  It  might 
be  a  warning,  miss. 

Gladys.     A  warning  ? 

Emily.  Sometimes  when  there's  to  be  trouble  in  a  family 
voices  is  heard  calling.  When  uncle  died  Aunt  Hannah  heard  a 
voice  shouting  up  the  garret  stairs  '^  Hannah  !" 

Gladys.  Oh,  my  !  oh  !  [  Creeps  close  to  Emily.  They  put 
their  heads  together.  Emily  whispers  ;  Gladys  tremUes.  Robert 
As  PEN"  appears  at  door  dressed  as  old  lady :  skirt  very  short  for  him, 
prunella  slippers,  honnet,  long  green  veil.] 

Robert  [aside].  Why  did  I  yield  to  an  impulse  of  vanity  ? 
This  is  the  result :  that  tramp  has  got  away  with  my  clothes. 
When  I  opened  my  supposed  trunk  I  found  that  it  was  full  of 
feminine  garments.  I  had  to  put  something  on,  and  here  I  am.  I 
must  inquire  for  my  uncle  ;  I  can't  take  those  girls  into  my  con- 
fidence— some  men  could,  but  I  am  too  bashful. 
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Emily  [aloud  with  horrified  gesture].  And  that  very  night — 
Oh! 

Gladys.     What  ? 

Emily.     There's  a  ghost !     [Gladys  shrieks,  hides  face.'] 

Rob.  \_adva}icing].  I  beg  pardon,  ladies,  I  have  alarmed  you 
I  fear.     Is  Mr.  Aspen  in  ?     [Gladys  looks  up.] 

Emily.     No,  ma'am  ;  he  is  out,  ma'am. 

Rob.     Is  there  no  other  gentleman  in  the  family  ? 

Emily.     No,  ma'am  ;  there  is  not,  ma'am. 

Rob.  Do  you  keep  a  man-servant  ?  A  coachman  ?  A  foot- 
man ?     A  gardener  ? 

Emily.  Yes,  ma'am,  we  keep  them  all,  but  he's  gone  to  drive 
master  to  the  depot,  Mr.  Phibbs  is.  [Aside.]  If  it  wasn't  a  lady 
I  should  say  it  was  the  census  being  took. 

Gladys.  Pray  walk  in ;  I  am  Miss  Aspen,  and  if  you  have 
■come  about  the  cottage  pa  has  to  let  I  can  tell  you  all  about  it. 
[Offers  chair.] 

Rob.  [declines  chair].  Thanks,  very  much,  but  [greatly  em- 
barrassed] I  should  rather  see  a  gentleman. 

Emily     [aside].     What  a  funny  old  lady.     [Giggles.] 

Gladys.  If  you  choose  to  wait  for  pa,  then — but  it  is  quite 
uncertain  when  he  will  be  back. 

Rob.  Then,  Miss  Aspen,  painful  as  it  is  to  me  I  must  confide 
in  you.  This  morning,  I  might  say  last  night,  I  was  upon  a  train 
which  met  with  an  accident  at  a  junction.  Awakened  in  our  sleep- 
ing compartments  we  rushed  into  the — 

Gladys.     What  !  is  it  possible  ? 

Emily.     My  gracious  ! 

Gladys.     Your  name  is  ? 

Rob.     My  name  is  Robert — 

Gladys.  Then  you  are  my  Aunt  Robertina  Aspen  !  [Throws 
herself  into  his  arms.]     I  knew  it  at  once. 

Emily.     Miss  Robertina,  I  am  so  thankful  ! 

Gladys.     Oh,  poor,  dear  auntie  !   What  a  night  you  must  have 
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had !     Pa  was  simply  terrified  and  flew  instantly  to  your  rescue. 
[Holds  his  hayid  tenderly.  ] 

Emily-    Like  a  comet,  miss. 

Gladys.  But  how  thoughtless  of  me  !  You  have  been  injured; 
you  must  be  suffering  ;  I  must  do  something  for  you  at  once.  Get 
the  medicine-chest,  Emily.  \^mtly  flies  out  of  the  room.]  Gra- 
cious goodness  !     You  may  be  injured  internally  !     Sit  down. 

KoB.     [dreadfully  confused'].     You  are  so  good,  but,  really — 

Gladys.  Oh,  they  never  feel  it  at  first.  Let  me  take  off 
your  bonnet,  auntie,  dear. 

KoB.     No,  pray,  I  never  take  it  off.     [Holds  it  fast.'] 

Emily  [entering  with  box  and  bottle].  My  sakes  !  [Puts 
box  and  bottle  on  table.] 

Gladys  [aside].  Papa  said  she  was  most  peculiar.  [Aloud.] 
The  first  thing  I  shall  do  will  be  to  rub  your  back  with  Pad  way's 
Ready,  unless  you  prefer  Pond's  Extract.  [  Tries  to  take  off  Rob- 
ert's cloah ;  he  resists  violently.] 

Gladys.  Don't  try  to  conceal  your  injuries  from  me  ;  let  me 
alleviate  them. 

Rob.     All  I  need  is  rest.     [TJiey  force  him  into  arm-chair.] 

Gladys.  Oh,  auntie,  dear,  at  least  I  must  bathe  your  feet  in 
hot  water  to  draw  the  blood  from  the  head.  Get  the  foot-bath, 
Emily  ;  put  lots  of  mustard  in  it.     [Emily  goes  to  door.] 

Rob.     Stop  !  Don't !  I  never  bathe  my  feet ! 

Gladys.     Never  ! 

Emily.     Lor'! 

Rob.  When  I  have  had  a  shock  to  my  nerves,  I  mean.  It's 
dangerous. 

Gladys.  Oh  !  then  you  must  rest,  auntie.  Get  some  pillows 
and  a  quilt,  Emily.  [Exit  Emily.]  Put  your  feet  up  on  this 
chair.  [Pushes  one  ;  'Robert  obeys.  'E^iily  returns  tuith  pillows 
and  quilt;  both  pile  pillows  under  head,  tuck  quilt  about  Robert. 

Gladys.  Now  which  shall  I  give  her,  Emily,  pulsatilla  or 
nux  vomica  ?  [Opens  medicine- chest.] 

Emily.     Both,  miss. 
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Gladys.  Open  your  m«uth,  auntie  ;  I'll  try  pulsatilla.  [Ap- 
proaches Robert  counting  2iellets.  Egbert  tahes  bottle,  swallows 
conte7its.  ] 

Gladys.  Oh,  heavens  !  she  has  killed  herself,  and  I  the  cause  I 
Get  an  emetic  !  Bring  brandy  !  Go  and  borrow  a  stomach-pump  I 
Where  is  ''  Dr.  Boggs'  Domestic  Practice  ?"  Oh  !  [Ru7is  to  slielves, 
gets  booJc.]  Antidote  for  pulsatilla — oh,  where  ?  [Furls  leaves 
violently  ;  Emily  ricns  round  room  screaming.  ] 

Gladys.  Oh,  dear  !  dear  !  Where  is  P  ?  Where  is  P  ?  [Reads.} 
''Measles,  Mumps,  Nettle-Rash,  Old-Fashioned  Croup."  P — Oh, 
dear  !  ''  Poisoning.''  Fan  her,  Emily  !  [Emily  gets  fan  from  shelf. 1 
Oh— oh— 

Rob.  Don't  be  alarmed  ;  I  always  take  a  full  vial  of  pulsa- 
tilla at  a  time — always. 

Gladys.     Oh  I  how  relieved  I  am  ! 

Emily.  Thank  Providence  !  [Gladys  sits  doion  hy  Robert; 
I^JJLU.Y  fans  Mm.] 

Gladys  [putting  head  on  Robert's  shoulder].  How  nice 
you  are,  auntie.  I  was  afraid  you  might  be  stiff  and  cross,  but 
you  are  just  lovely  !  [Kisses  cheek.]  There,  you  dear  thing  ;  you 
make  me  do  all  the  kissing. 

Rob.     I'm  not  quite  equal  to  it  yet. 

Gladys.  You  are  injured — I  know  it.  Won't  you  let  me  put 
a  porous  plaster  on  your  chest  ? 

Rob.     Great  heavens  !  No  ! 

Gladys.  Well,  then,  try  to  rest.  Oh,  what  a  pretty  auntie 
you  are  ;  such  nice  little  down  on  your  upper  lip.  You  never  had 
a  son,  had  you,  auntie  ?  It's  a  pity  ;  he  would  have  been  so  hand- 
some.    [Smoothes  his  hand.     Enter  at  door  Tramp.] 

Tramp.     Nothing  here  but  women.     Well,  I'm  in  luck. 

Gladys.     What  do  you  want  ? 

Tramp.     Fur  you  to  give  me  no  bother.     See  ? 

Gladys.     He  wants  to  rob  us  ! 

Emily.     We'll  all  be  murdered  ! 

Tramp.     Come,  fork   over  your  jewelry  ;   tell  me  where  you 
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keep  your  silver ;  hand  out  your  pocketbooks,  and  be  sharp 
:about  it. 

Gladys.    Oh,  here  are  my  rings  ! 

Emily.  The  silver  is  in  the  parlor  pantry.  [Robeet  starts 
lip,  pushes  girls  heJiind  Mm. ] 

Tramp.     Come,  old  lady,  you  simmer  down  or  you'll  repent  it. 

Gladys.  Oh,  don't  hurt  darling  auntie  !  Take  all  we  have, 
but  don't  hurt  auntie  ! 

EoB.  [affected  voice'].  You  wouldn't  hurt  a  poor  old  lady, 
would  you  ?  [Tramp  advances.  Robert  knocks  Mm  doivn.  He 
rises,  knocks  Mm  doiun  again;  takes  Mm  hythe  throat,  shakes  Mm.] 
You  cur  !  \^Kicks  him  out-of-doors.  Tramp  is  heard  roaring  for 
mercy  down  garden.  Girls  scream,  cling  to  each  other.  Re-enter 
Robert,  dress  disheveled,  lonnet  on  one  side.] 

Gladys.  Oh,  you  wonderful  woman  !  You  noble  woman  !  You 
grand  woman  !   No  wonder  papa  said  you  were  one  in  a  thousand. 

Emily.  Oh,  hov/  you  must  have  cultivated  your  athletics, 
miss  !     You  make  me  proud  of  my  sect. 

Gladys.  Oh,  I  could  hug  you  !  [Before  she  does  so  enter  at 
door  AuJTT  RoBERTiKA  in  tall  hat,  man's  long  overcoat,  crying.] 

Aunt  Rob.  Oh,  dear  me  !  What  a  dreadful  time  I  have  had  ! 
I've  been  collided  and  blown  up  and  lost  and  thrown  out  into  the 
cruel  world  without  a  friend  and  without  a  trunk  and  nothing  to 
put  on  but  these  things  that  belong  to  some  horrid  man.  Oh,  where 
am  I  ?  Is  this  Mr.  Aspen's  house  ?  Is  this  Miss  Aspen  ?  No  wonder 
you  don't  know  me  in  this  disreputable  costume.     Oh — oh — oh  ! 

Emily.     It  must  be  a  crazy  gentleman. 

Aunt  Rob.     I  am  Miss  Robertina  Aspen. 

Gladys.  Oh,  poor  thing,  she  is  crazy  !  [Stands  amazed. 
Unter  at  door  Mr.  Aspen.  ] 

Mr.  a.  Oh,  my  dear  children,  I  can't  find  your  aunt.  All  I 
Iiave  brought  home  to  you  is  her  trunk,  the  last  sad  relic  of  one 
I)eloved  and  lost.  [Eiiter  Phibbs,  solemnly,  trunk  on  shoulder; 
sets  it  down.  Mr.  A.,  turning  from  Robert  to  Aunt  Robertina.] 
Who  is  this  ?     Who  is  that  ? 
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Aunt  Hob.  That  woman  has  got  my  bonnet  and  gown  on — 
why,  she's  wearing  all  my  things  ! 

Rob.     And  surely  that  is  my  overcoat  ! 

Phibbs  [whispers  to  Emily,  who  holds  up  hands'].  Beg  pardon, 
permit  me.  [Takes  Robert  hy  arm,  whispers.  Emily  takes  Miss 
RoBERTiNA  hy  arm.  whispers.  Exit  Emily,  Phibbs,  Robert, 
Miss  R.,  Phibbs  dragging  trunk.] 

Mr.  a.    Great  heavens  !     What  does  this  mean  ? 

Gladys.  Oh,  pa,  I  thought  he  was  Aunt  Robertina  ;.  but  I  am 
afraid  she  is  the  crazy  gentleman,  and  what  will  he  think  of  me  ? 
I  kissed  him  and  wanted  to— to —  Oh,  dear  !    [  Weeps.] 

Mr.  a.     What — hey —  Oh,  my  nerves  ! 

[Enter  Phibbs.] 

Phibbs.  Miss  Robertina  Aspen.  [Enter  Miss  Robertixa, 
properly  dressed.] 

Mr.  a  Aunt  Robertina  !  Thank  Heaven,  you  are  alive  !  [Em- 
braces her.] 

Gladys.     It's  the  crazy  gentleman  ! 

Phibbs.  Mr.  Robert  Aspen,  of  London,  England.  [Enter 
Robert  in  his  own  clothes.  ] 

Mr.  a.  Well,  surprises  will  never  cease  !  Welcome,  Robert, 
welcome  !     Why  don't  you  welcome  your  aunt,  Gladys  ? 

Gladys.  And  this  is  really  our  Aunt  Robertina  ?  [Kisses 
her.] 

Mr.  a.  [Shaking  hands  loith  Robert.]  And  this  is  your 
cousin,  Robert  Aspen.  Why  don't  you  welcome  him  '^  [Gladys 
shakes  hands  in  confusion.  Mr.  Aspen  comes  foriuard  icith 
Miss  Robertina  on  his  arm.] 

Mr.  a.  Well,  this  has  been  a  dreadful  day,  but  it  ends  hap- 
pily, and  after  this  my  house  will  be  kept  perfectly. 

Aunt  Rob.  Be  assured  there  shall  be  nothing  wanting  in  that 
respect,  nephew.  [Robert  offers  his  arm  to  Gladys,  brings  Jier 
foriuard  r.] 

Rob.    If  my  Cousin  Gladys  will  promise  to  be  only  half  as  kind 
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to  Cousin  Eobert  as  she  was  to  Aunt  Robertina,  I  shall  be  the  hap- 
piest man  living. 

Gladys.     You  must  try  to  deserve  it,  cousin,  then,  perhaps. 

Emily.  This  place  ain^t  going  to  suit  me  much  longer,  Mr. 
Phibbs  ;  I  shall  look  for  another. 

Phibbs.     I  know  of  one  if  you  will  take  it,  Miss  Em.ily. 

Emily.     Oh,  where,  Mr.  Phibbs  ? 

Phibbs.     In  my  heart  ! 

Curtain". 
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